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- Dramatis Perſone. 


M E N. 


Jo As B, King of Judah. 1 
Jo Ab, or JIEZRHOIAPDA, High- Prieſt. 

ABNER, Captain of the Jewiſh Forces. 

MATHAN, Prieſt of Baal, formerly a Jewiſb Prieſt; 

Chorus of Iſrarlitiſb Prieſts and Levites. i 
Chorus of Sidowan Prieſts. 
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 ATHALIA, Queen of Judah, Grandmother to Joaſb. 
Jo8ABETH, or JEHoSHEBA, Aunt of Joaſb, and Wife of Joad. 
Chorus of young Virgins ef. the Tribe of: Levi, 
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PF x M7 I. 
SCENE I. The Temple. 


JosABETH, Iſraelites, and Chorus of young Virgins. 


A IN. 


Joſab. > Alt tn ING Virgins, ſpotleſs 75 rain, 
6 B Great Jehovah claims your Lays ! 
4 1 Hail the Wonders of his Reign ! 
Br tro tb Wake the Day-ſpring with bis Praiſe ! 


CHORUS 


The riſing World Jehovah crown'd, 

With bright Magnificence around; 

He bung the radiant Orbs on bigh, 

And pour d the Sun-beams through the Sky. 

He lent the Flow'rs their lovely Glow, 

And breath'd the Fragrance they beſtow ; 

The Plains with.verdant Charms array d, 

And beautify*d with Green the Glade. | Wy 
A 2 Grand | 


Joſab. 
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Grand C H OR Us. 


O Meortals ! if around us here, 
So ond rous all his Works appear; 
Ab, think with Awe, ye Sons of Men, 


How wond'rous is their Author then 


1 


Tyrants would, in impious Throngs, 
Silence his Adorer's Songs; 

But ſhall Salem's Lyre and Lute 
Alt their proud Commands be mute? 


Grand CH O R S8. 


Tyrants, ye in vain conſpire |! 

Wake the Lute and ſtrike the Lyre ! 
Why ſhould Salem's Lyre and Lute 

Alt their proud Commands be mute? 


. 


Prieſt. When he is in his Wrath reveal'd, 


o 
— 


Where will the Haughty lie conceal'd? 


IX. 


When Storms the Proud to Terrors doom, 
He forms the dark majeſtick cene; 


He rolls his Thunder through the Gloom, 


And on the Whirlwind rides ſerene. 


CHORUS. 
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K 
O Judah! boaſt his matchleſs Law, 


Pronounc d with ſuch tremendous Awe ; 
When Tempeſts his Approach proclaim'd, 
And Sinai's trembling Mountain flam' d, 

All Judah then his Terrors ſaw. 


S CE NE II. 


Enter Joan. 


Fead. Your ſacred Songs awhile forbear, 
This Feſtival demands your Care ; 
And now no longer let your Stay 
The due Solemnities delay. 

O Judab] Judah] Choſen Seed | 

To what Diſtreſs art thou decreed ! 
How are thy ſacred Fealts profan'd |! 
Thy Rites with vile Pollution ſtain'd! 
Proud 4thalia's impious Hand 

Sheds Deſolation thro* thy Land; 
She bids unhallow'd Altars flame, 
And proudly braves 7ehovab's Name. 


IX. 


O Lord, whom we adore, 
Shall Judah riſe no more ? 
Can this be thy Decree ? 
Hear from thy Mercy ſeat, 
The Groans thy Tribes repeat, 
The Sighs they breathe to thee ! 


CHORUS. 


#70 #6 7:4 


e N U A U 
Hear from thy Mercy: ſeat, 
The Groans thy Tribes repeat, 
The Sighs they breathe to thee! {Exeunt. 


| i 5 9 9 The Palace. 


ATHALIA and Attendants, To them Agnes, MaTHan, and 
| Chorus of Sidonian Prieſts. 


Ath. What Scenes of Horror round me riſe ! 
I ſhake, I faint. with dire Surpriſe! 
Is Sleep, that frees the Wretch from Woe, 
To Majeſty alone a Foe ? 
O Mathan ! aid me to countroul 
The wild Confuſion of my Soul. 
Mat. Why ſhrinks that mighty Soul with Fear ? 
What Cares, what Danger can be near? 
Ath. E'en now, as 1 was ſunk in deep Repoſe, 
My Mother's awful Form before me roſe. 
But ah! ſhe chill'd my Soul with Fear; 
For thus ſhe thunder'd in my Ear: 
O Athalia ! tremble at thy Fate! 
For Judab's God purſues thee with his Hate, 
And will with unrelenting Wrath this day 
Sct all his Terrors round thee in Array! 


CHORUS of Attendants and Sidonian Priefts. 


The Gods, who choſen Bleſſings ſhed 
On Majeſty's anointed Head, 

For thee their Care will ſtill empley, 
And brizhten all thy Fears to Joy. 


RE Ir. 
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Ath. Her Form at this began to fade, 
And ſeem'd diſſolving into Shade; 
In racking Starts I vainly preſs'd 
To claſp her to my panting Brealt : 
She, pale, from my Embrace withdrew, 
And bleeding Limbs lay mang'ed in my View; 
The horrid Carnage Dogs contending tore, 
And drank with dreadful Thirſt the floating Gore. 


CHORUS of Attendants, &c. 


Chear her, O Baal, with a ſoft Serene, 
And in thy Votary prote#t the Queen 
r. | 
Ath. Amidſt theſe Horrors that my Soul diſmay” d, ; 
A Youth I ſaw, in ſhining Robes array'd, 
Such as the Prieſts of Fudah wear, 
When they for ſolemn Pomp prepare. 
His lovely Form, and whinning Smile, 
Suſpended all my Fears awhile : 
But as the young Barbarian I careſs'd, 
He plung'd a Dagger deep within my Breaſt ; 
No Efforts could the Blow repel, 
I ſhriek'd, 1 fainted, and I fell. 
Mat. Great Queen, be calm] theſe Fears I deem 
The Birth of a deluſive Dream 
Let Harmony breathe ſoft around, 
Far Sadneſs ceaſes at the Sound 


A I R. 
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One of the 7 Gentle Airs, melodious Strains, 
Attendants. 8 Call for Raptures out of Woe ; 
Lull the regal Mourner's Pains, 
Sweety ſooth ber as ye flow. 


AA: 


Ath. Svrfreſt Scunds no more can eaſe me, 
Heew'n a Weight of Woe decrees me, 
Horrors al! my Hopes deſtroy ;, 
Whiljt ſuch riſing Torments grieve me, 
Tuneful Strains can ne er relieve me, 
Vain is all the Voice of Foy. 


SEES 


Math. Swift to the Temple let us fly, to know 
What Manſion hides this youthful Foe. 

Abner. [ Afide.) I'll haſte the Pontiff to prepare 
For this black Storm of wild Deſpair. [Exit Abn. 


H O RN U 8. 


The Traitor if you there deſcry, 
O let him at the Altar die ! 


SCE N-E IV. 
Joap, JosaBETH, Chorus; and to them ABNER., 


'H Joad. My Joſabetb, the grateful Time appears 
To bid dejected Fudah end her Fears. 
5e O tell the People, as I oft? have cray'd, 
_ How I from Death the Royal Infant ſav'd. 1 
ö ner. 
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Abner, Prieſt of the living God, with anxious Heart 
Proud Atbalia's Purpoſe I impart, 
With vengeful Haſte ſhe marches here, 
To brave the God whom we revere. 
She ſays this Pile conceals a youthful Foe, 
W hoſe Fall ſhe means ſhall end her jealous Woe, 
Joſ. O killing Shock of unexpected Pain! 
O Innocence, my tender Care in vain | 
Muſt I at laſt my cheriſh*d Joys forego, 
And drink, alas! this bitter Cup of Woe ! 


IX. 


Faithful Cares in vain extended, 

Lovely Hopes for ever ended, 
Beamy Dawn of Joy, farewel ! 

Gentle Death, at laſt relieve me, 

For the cruel Woes that grieve me 
T hou alone canſt now repel. 


r 


Abner. O ceaſe, fair Princeſs, to indulge your Woe | 
No Mortal to your Son can prove a Foe. 
Joad. This Grief, O Joſabetb, degrades your Soul; 
Can God no longer Judah's Foes controul ? 
I truſt he will his gracious Care employ, 
To make us cloſe this Feſtival with Joy. 


V. 


Gloomy Tyrant, we diſdain 
All the Terrors you intend ; 

All your Fury will be vain, 
And in low Confuſion end. Hallelujah! 
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JoAsH, Joan, JosaBETH, ABNER, Prieſts, Levites, and 


Toad. 


Tofſab, 


Chorus. 


CHORUS of Prieſts and Levites. 


4 2 HE mizhty Power in whom we truſt, 
Go T Ho Is ever to his Promiſe juſt; 

He makes this ſacred Day appear 
Þ4 $+Þ T he Pleage of a propitious Year, 


A+ 


He bids the circling Seaſon ſhine, 

Recals the Olive and the Vine, 

IWith blooming Plenty loads the Plain, 
And crowns the Fields with golden Grain, 


Grand CH OR US$. 


Give Glory to his awful Name ; 
Let ev*ry Voice his Praiſe proclaim ! 


A . 


Through the Land ſo lovely blooming, 
Nature, all her Charms aſſuming, 
Wakes the Soul to chearful Praiſe : 
Verdaut Scenes around us riſing, 
Kach delighted Senſe ſurpriſing, 
Softly crown the circling Days. 


. 
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r. 


Abner. Ah! were this Land from proud Oppreſſion 
freed, 
udea would be bleſs'd indeed! 
Joad. O Abner ! wer't thou certain that the Sword 
Had not devour'd the Race by thee deplor'd ; 
Did one dear Branch of that great Stem remain, 
Wouldit thou, O Aner, then his Caule maintain? 


IX. 


Abner. Ah canſt thou but prove me ! 
To Vengeance I ſpring ; 
No Terrors ſhall move me, 
PI fall for my King. 
But whilſt you relieve me 
A while from my Pain, 
fear you deceive me 
With Toys that are vain. 


. | 
Fo. Thou doſt the Ardours that I wiſh diſplay ; 
Reviſit me before the Cloſe of Day. 


See! fee the proud imperious Queen 
Approaches with a glaring Mien 


„ CE NE. 


Enter ATH ALIA, Mar Hax, and Autendants. 


Ath. Confuſion to my Thoughts! my Eyes have view'd 
My dreadful Viſion in this Place renew'd | 
Thro' all my Veins the chilling Horrors run, [ Ade. 
Say, 7oſabeth, is this fair Youth thy Son? 


B 2 | Joſ. 
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Joſ. Tho' much he merits my fond Love, yet he 
Is not indebted for his Birth to me. 


Ath. Who is thy Father? Let his Name be known. 


[To Joaſh. 
Joſ. He has no Father but kind Heav'n alone. 
Ath. Why ſo officious does thy Zeal appear? 
] mean the Anſwer from his Lips to hear. 
How art thou call'd ?— 


Joaſb. Eliakim.— 


Ath. Unfold 
Thy Father's Name.— 
Foaſh. In me, alas! behold! 
An Orphan, caſt on Providence, and ne'er 
As yet acquainted who his Parents were. 
Ath. Give me to underſtand whoſe tender Cares 
Suſtain'd and rear*d thee in thy Infant Years ? 


A 1 


725. Mill God, whoſe Mercies ever flow, 


Expoſe his Children's Youth to Wee ? 
The little Birds his Bounty taſte ; 
All Nature with his Gifts is grac'd : 
Each Day that I his Care implore, 
He feeds me from his Altar's Store, 


. 


Ath. Tis my Intention, lovely Youth, that you 
A Scene more ſuited to your Worth ſhall view; 
You to the Palace ſhall this Day repair, 

And live conſign'd to Athalia's Care. 


Jol 
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Joaſb. Shall I behold the God by whom I'm bleſs'd, 
Profan'd by you, with Rites that I deteſt ? 

Ath. Princeſs, in Diſcipline you much excel; [To Joſab. 
Whate'er you dictate he remembers well: 
But be aſſur'd that one revolving Hour, 
Shall ſnatch your learned Pupil trom your Power. 


. 


My Vengeance awakes me, 
Compaſſion for ſakes me, 
All Softneſs and Mercy away! 
My Foes with Confuſion 
Shall find their Illuſion, 
And tremble before me To-day. [Exit Ah. 


DJ E T. 
Joſab. My Spirits fail, 1 faint, I die! 
The Grave ſhall hide my Head ! 
My Grief*s too great to bear! — 
Joalh. Ab, why! 
Is Hope for ever fled ? 
Joſab. For thee, Sorrows rend me. 
Joaſh. Kind Heav'n will defend me. 
Joſab. Thy Ardours affect me. | 
Toaſh. He ſure will protect me. 
Both. I hate er this Tyrant may decree, 
O God, I place my Truſt in thee ! 


m 


Re-enter to them Jo A D, Chorus of young Virgins, Chorus of 
Prieſts and Levites. 


Joad. Dear Joſabeth, 1 trembled whilſt thy Woe 
Did in its firſt Emotions wildly flow ; But 


14 r 


But when at laſt thou didſt the Pang controul, 
My fading Joy rekindled in my Soul. 


8 WE 3 TOY Vs ip 


Ceaſe thy Anguiſh, ſmile once more, 
Let thy Tears no longer flow ; 
Judah's God, whom wwe adore, 


Yoon to Joy will change thy Wee. 
Joſab. Al his Mercies I review, © 


Gladly, with a grateful Heart 
And I truſt he will renew 


Bleſſings he did once impart. 
Both. I hateè er this Tyrant may decree, 


Returning Foys we ſoon ſhall ſee. 


R E C 1 T. 


Abner. Joad, re Day has ended half its Race, 
Again expect me in this ſacred Place. 


CHORUS of Young 1 


The clouded Scene begins to clear, 
And Joys in ſoft Array appear. 


CHORUS of Prieſts and Levites. 


When Crimes aloud for Vengeance call, 
The Guilty will be doom'd to fall. 


onnd:-: CH O:R U-S; 
Rejoice, O Judah, in thy God 
The Proud alone ſhall feel his Rod: 
Whilſt Bleſſmgs, with a mild Decree, 
His Mercy now prepares for thee, 
PART 
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Joan, Joasn, JosaBETH, Chorus of young Virgins, Prieſts 
and Levites. 


] O AD. 


Ke, HAT ſacred Horrors ſhake my Breaſt ! 
S W Ahl *tis the Power divine confeſs'd. 

; +> Who can his Energy controul ? 
* X He comes, he comes, and fires my Soul! 


CHORUS: 


Unfold, great Seer, what Heaven imparts, 
And ſpeak glad Tidings to our Hearts ! 


. 


Joad. Let Harmony breathe ſoft around, 
And aid my Raptures with the Sound. 


IN. 


Jeruſalem ! thou ſhalt no more 
A Tyrant*s guilty Reign deplore; 
No longer with dejetted Brow, 
Shalt ſolitary fit, as now ] 


Her 


16 1 


Her Fury ſoon ſhall ceaſe to grieve thee; 
Deſtin d Vengeance ſwiftly flies: 
Heaven itſelf will now relieve thee , 


See ! ſhe falls, ſhe bleeds, ſhe dies! 
% 


O ſhining Mercy, gracious Power, 
That aids us in the needful Hour ! 


. 


Joad. [to Foaſh.) Eliakim.— 
Foaſh, My Father, — 
Joad. Let me know, 
Should Heav'n on thee a Diadem beſtow, 
What Reign of Judab's Kings wouldſt thou that Day 
Chooſe for the Model of thy future Sway ? 
Joaſb. Should God ſuch Glory for my Lot ordain, 
Like righteous David I would wiſh to reign. 
Joad. O Joaſb O my King! thus luw to thee 
I pay the Homage of the bended Knee. 
Foaſh. Is this Reality, or kind Deceit ? 
Ah, can I ſee my Father at my Feet! 
Foſab. Ye ſacred Bands, who ſerve the God of Truth 


7 
Revere your Sovereign in that royal Youth ! 


HO 
With firm united Hearts, we all 


Will conquer in his Cauſe, or fall. 
| [Exeunt all but Fo/abeth. 


SCENE 
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S8 E NE II. 
Jos ABE TH, and to ber Mar HAN. 


Math. O Princeſs ! I approach thee to declare 
How much thy Welfare is my Care. 
of. What means, proud Mathan, thy Intruſion here ? 
Has Heav*n no Vengeance for thy Crimes to fear? 
Math. Fair Foſab: th, tho? you inſult me ſo, 
Trult me, in Mathan you behold no Foe. 


A.--4- 


Toſab. Soothing Tyrant, falſely ſmiling, 
| Virtue's Foes I ne er fhall fear; 
Flat ring ounds, and Locks beguiling, 
Loſe their artful Meaning here. 
Go, thou vain Deceiver, go! 
Alike to me a Friend or Foe. 


5 GC: & N44 III. 
Re-enter Joap. 


gad. Apoſtate Prieſt! how canſt thou dare 


To violate this Houſe of Prayer ? 
Math. Toad, I ſcorn thy proud inſulting Mien; 
Prepare to anſwer thy offended Queen. 


S N N E IV. 


 ATHALIAa, ABNER, and Chorus of Sidonian Prięſis. 


Ath. O bold Seducer! art thou there ? 


Where is the Youth, inform me where ? 
O a. 


„„ 


Jad. Ye Prieſts, the Youth before her bring: 
Proud Woman! there, behold our King! 


CC: 0:-R: US, 


Around let Acclamations 1ing ; 
Hail ! royal Youth ! long live the King ! 


1 
Joad. Reviving Judah ſhall no more 
Deteſted Images adore; 


Well purge with a reforming Hand 
Jdelatry from out the Land. 


©. 0-K--U-5: 


May God, from whom all Mercies ſpring, 
Bleſs the true Church, and ſave the King ! 


RAE CF F; 


Ath. O Treaſon! Treaſon ! impious Scene! 
| Abner, avenge thy injur'd Queen! 

Joad. Great Chief, behold the royal Joaſh there, 
Preſerv'd by Jeſabelb's ſucceſsful Care! 
Thy dauntleſs Loyalty of Soul I know ; 
Thou canſt not be to David's Race a Foe. 

Abn. Does Heav'n this Bleſſing then at laſt accord! 
O royal 7oaſb ! O my honour'd Lord! | 


A IX. 


Oppreſſion, no longer I dread thee, 
Thy Terrors, proud Queen, I deſpiſe ;_ 
Thy Crimes to Confuſion have led thee, 
And Judah triumphant ſhall riſe. 


RECIT. 
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Ath. Where am I! Furies! wild Deſpair ! 
Where are my Guards, my Vaſſals, where? 
Mathan, invoke thy God to ſhed 
His Vengeance on each Rebel's Head. 

Math. Hie hears no more, our Hopes are paſt, 
The Hebrews God prevails at laſt. 


Alas! alas! my broken Vow | 
His dreadful Hand is on me now ! 


AX: IK, 


Hark! hark ! bis Thunders round me roll, 
His angry awful Frowns I ſee ; 
His Arrows wound my trembling Soul. 
1s no more Mercy leſt ſor me? 
Ah no ! be nw denies to ſave; 
Open, O Earth, and be my Grave! 


LC TXT: 


Foad. Yes, proud Apoſtate | thou ſhalt fall; 
Thy Crimes aloud for Vengeance call. 
 Ath. I ſee all Hopes, all Succours fail, 
And Judab's God will now prevall : 
I ſee my Death this Day decreed ; 
But, Traitors, I can dare to bleed! 
Let Jezebe/'s great Soul my Boſom fill, 
And ev'n in Death, proud Prieſt, I'll triumph till! 
. 
To Darkneſs eternal, 
And Horrors infernal, 
Undaunted I'll haſten away. 
O Tyrants, your i rea ſon 
Shall, in the due Seaſon, 
Weep Blood fer this barbarous Day. SCENE 


ST AST © 


SCENE te l. A 8. 7. 
Joas h, Joan, Jos AB ETER, ABN ER, and Chorus, 


Joad. Now, Joſabeth, thy Fears are o'er. 
Joſab. Bleſs'd be his Name whom we adore ! 


. 
Joad. Toys in gentle Trains appearing, AT. 


Heav' n does to my Fair impart, 
And to make them more endearin gg 
1 ſhall ſhare them with my Heart. 
Joſab. Softeſt Joys wou!d but deceive me, 
Hadſt thou not thy happy Part; 
O my deareſt Lord, believe me, 
T hou ſhalt ſhare them with my Heart. 


. 


Abner. Rejoice, O Judah, this triumphant Day, 
Let all the Goodneſs of our God diſplay | 
Whoſe Mercies to the wond'ring World declare, 
His choſen People are his choſen Care. 


Gram e H O R U 8. 


Give Glory to his awful Name, | 
Let ev'ry Voice his Praiſe proclaim ! Hallelujah! 


FINIS. 


